WOODLEY : No, thanks very much. I've finished.

LAURA : But you've had nothing.

WCODLEY : Really, thanks.

LAURA : More tea ?

WCODLEY : No, thanks. Nothing,

LAURA : Really ? Well, let's get it out of the way.
Perhaps you would move the tray, would you ?
You might put it over there.

[WOODLEY moves tray to armchair L.U.
LAURA : Will you have a cigarette ... or ... I
suppose you're not allowed to smoke ? (She pats
settee. WOODLEY sits.)
WGODLEY : No . . . thanks very much.
LAURA :  We  have  met  several   times  lately,
walking,  haven't we ?  You  are   fond  of the
country ?

WOODLEY : Yes, it's looking lovely now, with
the hawthorn out. And the trees are wonderful.
LAURA : Do you ever go up to Mallow Woods ?
WOODLEY : No, they are out of bounds.

LAURA : Are they ? I wonder why. I was think-
ing of walking over there on Sunday . . .
to-morrow, perhaps you . . .

WOODLEY : I wouldn't, if I were you,
LAURA : Why ever not ?

WOODLEY : Oh, Sundays ... I don't think . , .
I mean, the townspeople go5 and it isn't always
.. . well.. . quite nice.

LAURA : Oh, then I won't. (She gets cigarette from
mantel After pause.) Tell me, I was meaning to
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